t z PL ist 


TINGLE 


[aa 


TIME HUGO AWARD & 


vO 
U 
=) 
L 
U 


“orm 
3 
ie i 
Ali 
ae, 
i 


TAKEN HOTLY BY MY HANDSOME 
PHYSICALLY MANIFESTED HOT TAKE 


By Chuck Tingle 


OceanofPDEF.com 


Lately, it feels like something has been missing from my life, but no matter 
how hard I try, I just can’t put my finger on what it is. 

On the surface, everything seems to be going quite well for me. I’ve 
got a great job that is incredibly fulfilling, and a social life full of friends 
who love and respect me just as much as I do them. While I understand that 
a healthy lifestyle is going to have plenty of ups and downs, it feels like 
there have been way more ups lately, and I’m thankful for that. 

Still, there’s a part of me that craves to be satiated, something lurking 
deep down inside of my gut that’s now gnawing at my soul for attention. 
Clearly, it’s not very good at its job, because I still have no idea what it 
actually is, but that all changes this afternoon when I sit down at my 
computer and open up my web browser. 

I do my usual routine of checking emails and reading up on the latest 
current events, then quickly switch over to social media, excited to see how 
many likes, shares and comments I’ve received on my latest post. 

At first, I assume that my internet must be down. I refresh the page 
once, twice, three times; my brow furrowed as I try to wrap my head around 
what exactly is going on here. There has been no activity on my account at 
all, which isn’t possible, of course, but the longer I stare at the unchanging 
page, the more I’m forced to come to terms with the fact that my worst 
nightmare might actually now be a reality. 

How could this be possible? I’m known for my witty online remarks, 
constantly sparking discussion among my friends and sometimes, if I’m 
lucky, people I don’t even know. On more than one occasion, something 
from my online presence has created a whirlwind of activity, opening up a 
viral debate that has spilled out across cyberspace. With just a few 
characters at my disposal, I’m incredibly good at boiling things down into 
humorous anecdotes that really make you think, possibly even twisting your 
previous perception on its head. 

I’m talking, of course, about my hot takes, another term for a fresh, 
bold perspective that’s hot of the presses of my mind. 

I gasp aloud when I see it, an obvious answer to my question staring 
back at me from the screen so blatantly that I can’t believe it wasn’t the first 
thing I noticed upon logging in. It’s been three weeks since my last hot take, 
and while it was a good one, my absence has allowed the online activity to 
die down into nothing. It was a beautiful flower once, but I’ve refused to 
water it, and my negligence has finally come back to haunt me. 


Fighting back the tears of frustration and panic, I open up a new post 
window and hover my fingers over the keyboard before me, desperately 
trying to think of a hot take on todays news. My mind is reeling, struggling 
to focus as waves of emotion pulse through my body. I realize now that, 
without a fresh new take, this social media stagnation will only continue to 
get worse. Eventually, my online presence could disappear completely. 

Thinking fast, I finally type out the first thing that pops into my head, 
reciting the words aloud as my fingers cross the keyboard. “What if bees 
don’t really like honey?” 

I finish my thought and then hit enter, launching my fresh take out 
into the world wide web. 

I sit in silence for a moment, then suddenly click the back button and 
immediately delete my post. 

What was I thinking? That was one of the most rotten takes of all 
time, I quickly realize. Silence is terrible, but coming up with a bad take is 
even worse. That bee thing didn’t even make sense. 

As I’m staring at my computer screen, I suddenly notice a recent post 
from my friend Doorpin. His hot take is on fire, a few days old now but still 
going strong as people from all over the world begin to pile on and share 
their opinion. The post has already reached thousands of likes, with no sign 
of slowing down. 

Immediately, I pick up my phone and call Doorpin. 

“Hey Hoblio,” he answers. “What’s going on?” 

I take a deep breath and then let it out. Trying to collect my thoughts 
and present myself in a calm, clear way. 

“T just saw your post online,” I finally tell my friend. “Clever stuff.” 

“Oh yeah?” he replies. “Thanks man. It’s just so true right? Tromp is 
totally like that when you really think about it.” 

“Totally,” I reply, then shift gears. “So I was just wondering... do you 
have any hot takes left over that I could buy off of you?” 

Doorpin chuckles to himself. “You fresh out?” he questions. 

“Yes!” I gush. “I don’t know what’s happened to me. I used to have 
the best takes on everything, and now it’s like the well has completely run 
dry. I can’t think of a single hot take on anything!” 

“Yeah, I saw your post about bees,” Doorpin affirms. “That was bad. 
Really bad.” 

“Oh no,” I groan. “I thought I deleted that before anyone saw it.” 


“Listen,” my friend begins. “I don’t have any takes to sell you, 
because I try to keep a nice stockpile going for the lean times, but there is 
someone who can hook you up.” 

“Really?” I question, feeling hopeful for the first time in a long while. 

“Have you ever been to Sizzling Takes? It’s downtown.” Doorpin 
continues. 

“Never heard of it,” I admit. 

“They’ve got every kind of hot take you could possibly imagine,” my 
friend explains. “The place can be a little pricey, but you get what you pay 
for.” 

“That’s perfect,” I gush. “Thank you so much. What’s the address?” 


The second I push through the door of this small, inconspicuous shop 
tucked away in a downtown alleyway, I know that this is the answer I’ve 
been looking for. Immediately, I’m hit with a wave of heat, the temperature 
noticeably raised to that of a sauna from all the bubbling hot takes being 
housed within this tiny hole in the wall. You’d think this would make the 
place uncomfortable, but the warm lighting a soft music wafting through the 
air creates a cozy atmosphere instead, immediately inviting and pulling me 
deeper into the shop. 

“Hello! Welcome!” calls over a man behind the counter. “Let me 
know if you need help finding anything!” 

I nod towards the man and then begin to make my way around the store, 
wandering up and down the aisle as I peer into boxes upon boxes of neatly 
filed takes. 

I find the political section first, which is always a great place to start 
when it comes to hot takes. Skimming through the boxes, however, I find 
myself underwhelmed. While these are some great, high quality takes, I’m 
worried that my opinion will be lost in the wave of constant political 
discourse that seems to be growing bigger every day. There’s a chance that 
my post could be the one that gets picked up by the current and goes viral, 
but it’s going to be hard to stick out from the others, especially since I 
haven’t been very active online lately. 

I continue onward and eventually find a huge selection of trolling 
takes, but I pass over them quickly. I’m not interested in anything negative, 
it’s just not my style. 


Next, I stumble upon a massive box of unorganized ideas and notes, 
not placed in any particular order but collected under a scrawled sign that 
reads Bargain Takes, buy one get two free. 

Recognizing a good deal when I see one, I begin to sift through the 
box, pulling out a few of the takes and then reading them aloud to myself. 

“Are we really supposed to believe that Alf is an alien when he eats 
cats? Cats are from Earth, so what did he eat back on his home planet?” I 
read, furrowing my brow with disappointment. I move on to another 
randomly selected bargain take. 

“Tf the Chicago Cubs win the World Series, I’ll eat an entire catcher’s 
mitt,” I recite. 

Clearly, none of these hot takes are going to work because they’re all 
horribly out of date, left over from bygone eras and futilely begging to get 
dusted off again. 

Some of these are just plain ridiculous, like the one that says Hot 
take: Chuck Tingle’s not good. This take has been bent in half, stuffed into 
the back of the box and covered in a thick layer of dust. Clearly nobody 
wants that one. 

“Are you sure there’s nothing I can help you with?” the shop owner 
calls over, noticing the expression of frustration on my face. 

I stroll over to him. “Maybe. I just don’t know what I’m looking for 
exactly.” 

“We’ve got a little of everything,” the shopkeeper tells me. “Any 
special occasion? You know with the Super Bowl coming up, you could 
always post an ironic sentence made up of intentionally misused sports 
terms.” 

“That seems a little... stale,” I reply. 

The shopkeeper shrugs. “It’s on sale, but you’re right, I wouldn’t post 
it myself.” 

“T need something really good,” I inform him. “Something that will kick 
start my social media presence after not posting in a while. It’s gotta be 
unique, too, a take that not a lot of people are having right now. Something 
that makes you think.” 

The shopkeeper nods along with every word, his mind abuzz with 
options. Suddenly, the man snaps loudly, a light bulb turning on in his head. 
“T know exactly what an adventurous man like you needs,” the 

shopkeeper informs me. 


The guy bends down behind the counter and then hoists up a large, 
heavy box, setting it loudly on the surface between us. 

“Meta takes,” the shopkeeper states bluntly. 

“Meta takes?” I repeat back. 

“Exactly,” the shopkeeper continues, opening up the lid and reviling 
the immaculately sorted collection of self-referential hot takes within. 

I begin to pull them out at random, looking over these exciting ideas 
with a freshly renewed enthusiasm. 

“These are great!” I reply, immediately recognizing the quality of the 
product that I’m dealing with here. 

“Take your time,” the shopkeeper continues, nodding and then turning 
away to go file some newly minted takes. 

I continue to scour through my options, my heart pounding harder and 
harder within my chest as I begin to realize that this is exactly the thing I 
was looking for. These takes are so hot that I need to be careful pulling 
them out from their case, my fingertips nearly scalding at the touch. 

“Hey there,” one of the takes suddenly blurts, interrupting my focus. 

I’m shocked, frozen in place as I stare down at this incredible idea. 
Never before has a hot take physically manifested itself for me, but now 
that one has, there’s no question that heat can have a lot of meanings. This 
sentient hot take is incredibly handsome, perfectly sculpted from head to toe 
with bulging muscles and a friendly, disarming smile. 

I’m not gay, but in this moment I would be lying if I didn’t admit to a 
ferocious attraction to this living concept. There’s something about him 
that’s absolutely magnetic. 

“What are you?” I question, then try struggle to clarify. “I mean, 
what’s your take on things?” 

“Well, I’m a meta take,” the living idea explains. “Basically, I’m an 
erotica book that’s written about hot takes, and that in itself is a hot take on 
hot takes.” 

“That is... very meta,” I admit. “I’m not entirely sure I understand, to be 
honest.” 

“That’s okay, meta takes aren’t for everyone,” explains the living 
idea. 

Suddenly, the sentient hot take is standing before me in all of his 
masculine glory. He reaches out his hand and gives me a firm shake. “I’m 


Fernon Bons,” he offers. “Nice to meet you.” 
“Hoblio,” I reply. “No last name. Just Hoblio.” 

Suddenly, the shopkeeper returns, interjecting. “Ah! I see you’ve met 
Fernon! He’s a fantastic meta take.” 

“A whole book’s worth!” I blurt, impressed. 

Fernon looks a little embarrassed. “Well, I’m just a short, only like 
twelve pages.” 

“That’s still a book!” I assure him. “Don’t be so hard on yourself.” 

“Do you like him?” the shopkeeper asks me. 

I nod. 

“Well, you’re in luck,” the man behind the counter continues. “This 
take is sentient, so he’s not for sale, obviously. However, if you like him, 
and he likes you, then you’re all set.” 

I turn back to Fernon. “Interested?” I ask him, trying to be as 
confident as possible, but my voice cracking slightly in the presence of such 
a majestic being. 

Fernon smiles. “We’ll see, how about a date first?” 

“Of course!” I gush, jumping at the opportunity. 
“There’s a place right down the street. Lets grab some dinner,” Fernon 
offers. 

The next thing I know, my sizzling hot take and me have left the shop 
and are walking arm in arm down the back alleyway. I can already tell that 
there’s a powerful attraction between us, a chemistry that I can’t fully 
understand yet but is clearly lurking below the surface, just waiting to break 
loose. 

The way that Fernon has manifested himself is quite intriguing, 
showing off a creative flare in his chosen physical from. The idea is very 
masculine and muscular, but his body is never quite in one place at any 
given time. Like most meta things, Fernon occupies many spaces at once, 
but the area of these spaces is somewhat undefined. He’s a swirling cascade 
of posts and opinions that are sure to go viral. 

“What do you think of that new show about the talking dog?” Fernon 
suddenly asks, trying to make conversation. 

“T haven’t seen it,” I tell him, “but I’m guessing you’ve got an 
opinion on it.” 

“T have an opinion on everything,” explains the sentient idea. “I’m a 
living hot take.” 


I stop suddenly, completely blown away by this incredible man beside 
me. We’re right on the edge of the alleyway, still hidden in the shadows as 
we Stare into one another’s eyes. 

“You’re incredible,” I tell Fernon. “You’re so... smart and funny and 
exciting. You help me look at things in a way that is completely fresh.” 

Fernon’s eyes are flooded with burning desire, completely locked in 
as the simmering arousal blooms between us. I can feel the heat pulsing off 
of this handsome concept’s body in waves, making me ache to get even 
closer to him. 

“T want you,” the hot take finally announces. 

“Then take me,” I groan. 

Suddenly, our bodies are pressed together in a flurry of passionate 
kisses. We quickly tear the clothes away from one another’s body, 
completely lost in this moment of lust. 

Slowly, I begin to drift my hands lower and lower across Fernon’s 
toned abs, eventually reaching the sentient idea’s enormous cock and 
grabbing hold. The living hot take is already fully erect, his swollen dick 
feeling impressive and powerful in my hand. 

“You’re so fucking big,” I sigh. 

Overwhelmed with lust, I drop down to my knees and begin to beat 
off the handsome hot take, pumping my hand up and down the sentient 
idea’s incredible length as he moans softly above me. Fernon leans his head 
back, his eyes closed tight as he reels from the wonderful sensations that 
overtake his muscular body. 

“You like that don’t you?” I coo playfully. 

“T fucking love it when you stroke my cock,” Fernon tells me. “How’s 
that for a take?” 

I smile up at him. “Then you’! love this.” 

Without another word, I open wide and take the sentient concept’s 
enormous dick into my mouth, bobbing my head slowly up and down his 
enormous shaft. With one hand I reach up and play with the hot take’s 
hanging balls, giving him everything I got. 

Seeing as this is my first gay experience, I’m not exactly sure what I 
should be doing, but I try my best and Fernon seems to be loving every 
second of it. 

Feeling inspired, I eventually push my head down as far as I can go 
onto the living meta idea’s gigantic rod, allowing his cock to slip deeper and 


deeper into my neck. Eventually, Fernon hits the limits of my gag reflex and 
I pull back slightly, but after a moment I try again, reminding myself to 
relax. 

This time, the living hot take manages to slip down past my previous 
limits, eventually ending up fully inserted in a stunning deep throat. My 
face now pressed up hard against Fernon’s chiseled abs, I gaze up at him 
with reverence and excitement, so thankful to be here in this moment of 
erotic submission. 

Eventually, I pull back up with a frantic gasp, almost completely out 
of oxygen after holding the handsome hot take too long within my neck. 
Fermon’s cock is now covered in saliva, the glistening lubrication hanging 
from the head of his shaft in a long beautiful strand that connects all the 
way to my soft lips. 

“T need you inside of me,” I command. “I need you to fuck this tight 
ass right fucking now.” 

With that, I fall back onto the hard ground of the alleyway, kicking 
my legs wide as I show off my puckered asshole for the handsome suitor. 
Above it, my cock is rock hard and ready, shooting out from my body like a 
fleshy pink rocket. 

Fernon climbs down into position before me, the muscular, sentient 
idea placing the head of his gigantic shaft up against the tightly puckered 
rim of my anal seal. He teases me for a moment, gently pushing the head of 
his rod against my sphincter for a bit, until finally giving in and thrusting 
forward in one long, powerful swoop. 

I toss my head back and let out a startled grunt as Fernon enters me, 
not entirely prepared for his incredible size. It had been one thing to take 
the living hot take between my lips, but now that his member is planted 
squarely up my butthole, I can truly get a sense of just how impressive his 
girth really is. 

“Here’s a hot take,” Fernon says. “That asshole is tight as fuck.” 

“Yeah it is,” I offer with a wink. 

This is the first time I’ve ever been penetrated, and while I love the 
sensation of fullness, there is also a potent discomfort that immediately 
floods my system. I’m completely stretched to the brink, my butt wrapped 
as tightly as it possibly can be around Fernon’s shaft as he moves in and out 
of me. 


Fortunately, the living hot take is a gracious lover, and he takes his 
time with me. The handsome concept moves slowly at first, allowing my 
body to adjust to his size as he plunges slightly faster with every movement. 
The longer that we go like this, the more those feelings of discomfort begin 
to slip away, replaced instead by a beautiful, pleasant warmth in the pit of 
my stomach. 

It’s not long before I realize exactly what this feeling is, the first 
vague flickers of a blossoming prostate orgasm. 

Eventually, Fernon’s pounds reach a reasonable pace, thumping 
against my rump while my cock dances rhythmically in the air. The living 
hot take and me are still staring deep into one another’s eyes, completely 
connected in a way that is both physical and spiritual. I realize now this is 
exactly what a good hot take should be, attractive on the outside, but truly 
enlightening on the inside. Fernon isn’t just some throwaway meta concept, 
he’s the real deal. 

“Stand up,” the living idea says, pulling out of my asshole and 
helping me to my feet. 

The handsome hot take spins me around and pushes me up against the 
alley wall, saddling up behind me and once again placing his cock at the 
entrance of my now reamed ass. 

“Fuck me!” I demand, belligerent with lust. “Shove that cock up into 
my tight butthole!” 

This time Fernon doesn’t hesitate at all, slamming forward and 
immediately getting to work with his powerful slams. The sound of the 
living idea’s hips against my muscular rump echo out down the alley, 
reverberating off the walls with a powerful rhythmic slap. 

“Harder! Harder!” I demand, impressed with myself as I take every 
inch of Fernon’s behemoth cock. 

Now the handsome hot take is ramming up my ass with everything 
that he’s got, slamming away at me with all the reckless abandon he can 
muster. I’m loving every second of it, the prostate orgasm that once 
simmered deep down inside of me bubbling up into a full on boil that spills 
out across my veins. The warmth grows and grows within me, pulsing 
across my body in and ever escalating series of waves. 

“Oh my god,” I groan, “I’m so fucking close! Keep fucking me!” 

Of course, Fernon doesn’t let up for a second, a seasoned lover who 
knows how to stay on track when the end is near. 


Meanwhile, I reach down between my legs and grab ahold of my 
hanging cock, beating myself off in time with Fernon’s frantic slams. I 
quickly find a perfect counter rhythm to the hammering up my backside, 
causing me to rush towards the edge of climax even faster than before. 

Suddenly, orgasmic pleasure explodes through my body, completely 
overwhelming me with a blissed out warmth. I throw my head back and let 
out a powerful scream, not a care in the world about who hears me. Jizz 
ejects hard from the head of my cock, splattering down onto the concrete 
alleyway below in a cascade of beautiful, pearly liquid. 

Seconds later, Fernon joins me with an explosion of his own. The 
handsome hot take lets out a howl of passion, then pushes deep into my 
asshole and holds tight. I can feel the sentient idea’s cock blasting up into 
me, his dick twitching hard with every spastic eruption of cum. More and 
more of it spills from Fernon’s rod, until I am just too full to take anymore 
and the hot white jizz comes spilling out from the corners of my tightly 
packed anal passageway. 

When Fernon finally pulls out of me, his spunk goes cascading after, 
splattering down onto the alley below and joining mine in a mixed cocktail 
of jizz. 

“That was amazing,” I moan, turning around and wrapping my arms 
around my living hot take. 

We embrace for a long while, both of us enjoying the heat of our 
bodies pressed tightly together. We’re struggling to catch our breath, 
completely lost in this moment of erotic satisfaction. 

“So what now,” I finally ask. 

“The hot take ends,” Fernon replies. 

I pull back from the living idea, a look of deep concern crossing my 
face. “What do you mean? I don’t want you to go already, we just met.” 

“Tt’s time for us both to go,” Fernon explains. “That’s the thing about 
hot takes, they can’t last forever. They’ve got to stay current to be exciting, 
remember?” 

“What does that have to do with me?” I question. 

“Well, you’re a character in a living meta hot take about hot takes, 
which is referencing itself right now through my own words, which are 
actually the words of the author,” Fernon explains. 

“That’s trippy,” is all that I can say in response. 


My living hot take nods. “Don’t worry, this story will end, but there’s 
gonna be plenty more takes in the future.” 

“Meta takes?” I question. 

“Of course, and current events, and philosophy, and politics... 
everything,” Fernon continues. “This story might reach its conclusion, but 
the takes will keep on coming in other forms.” 

“I’m scared to disappear when the book ends,” I admit, pulling 
Fernon close again. 

“That’s okay,” the living concept informs me. “We’re all scared of 
that, but at least we have each other, and at least we got the chance to be 
here in the first place. I mean, how lucky is that? Out of all the 
unmanifested concepts in this universe, we were lucky enough to be 
brought into reality. That’s incredibly rare. It’s so rare I can’t even wrap my 
mind around it.” 

I nod. “You’re right.” 

“T guess maybe that’s the hot take right there,” continues Fernon. “That 
in an infinitely large universe of ideas, each and every one is special, 
especially when it comes from a place of love.” 

“IT know, I know,” I tell him, accepting this. 

The living concept smiles a comforting smile. “You might think this 
story didn’t matter, but it did matter to the people who read it. It changed 
their life in some tiny way that is really beautiful and important.” 

“But... it’s erotica,” I counter. 

“Who cares,” Fernon continues. “If that was really an issue, then they 
wouldn’t have gotten this far anyway.” 

I grin, suddenly feeling content in all this, happy that I’ve managed to 
leave my mark on the world in some small, but also infinitely large way. 

Me and Fernon embrace as the hot take ends, drifting off into the 
beautiful emptiness of a blank page that was created out of nothing but 
space dust over billions and billions of years, then by some miracle 
appeared before its readers in the form of erotic art. 

I find myself overwhelmed with gratitude. 
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Dr. Chuck Tingle is a Hugo Nominated erotic author and Tae Kwon Do 
grandmaster (almost black belt) from Billings, Montana. After receiving his 
PhD at DeVry University in holistic massage, Chuck found himself 
fascinated by all things sensual, leading to his creation of the "tingler", a 
story so blissfully erotic that it cannot be experienced without eliciting a 
sharp tingle down the spine. Chuck's hobbies include backpacking, checkers 
and sport. 


If you would like to know more about Dr. Tingle, you may visit his website 
or write to him at ChuckTheTingler@gmail.com 


Sign up for Chuck’s mailing list here. 


OceanofPDF.com 


